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I n t r o d u c t i o n
William Kittredge
“ARE YOUR EARS BURNING?” It was Earl Ganz, director 
of the Creative Writing Program at the University of Montana. 
He was grinning.
“We were talking about you,” he said, “in a faculty meet­
ing.”
Whoops! This was during the halcyon spring of 1973.1 
was seriously untenured, very junior, and there were lots of rea­
sons why my ears might be burning. And plenty of reasons why 
I wouldn’t want those reasons talked about in an English De­
partment faculty meeting.
“We put you in charge,” Ganz said. “Dick and Madeline 
and I, we got you voted in.” He was talking about Richard Hugo 
and Madeline DeFrees, poets and the heavy hitting heart of UM’s 
Creative Writing Program.
“What this program needs,” he said, “is a first-rate maga­
zine.”
“So,” he said, “it’s up to you.”
Yeah.
When I first came to the University of Montana, in 1969, 
having lucked into the job Jim Crumley dumped after his first 
novel was accepted for publication, there was a magazine being 
published out the English Department. It was called The Garrett, 
edited by Missoula novelist Jon Jackson, at that time an under­
graduate English major (having abandoned ornithology). Jon 
published a story of mine in the fall issue, which featured an 
elegant cover photo by Lee Nye, the lead bartender at Eddie’s 
Club (now Charlie’s). There were copies all over town, and there 
I was, in print. Hello.
But The Garrett sort o f died from underfunding a year 
later — Jackson having decamped to the writing program in Iowa 
City, where he worked as an editor for The Iowa Review. I say “sort 
of died” because there was some small monies for a magazine, a 
few hundred dollars, and a couple of ugly duckling Xeroxed is­
sues of The Garrett were published over the next couple of years.
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But Ganz was right. I f  we were going to have an actu­
ally functional writing program, one in which students might feel 
they were not forever lost in a back water, we needed a first-rate 
literary magazine. This was a notion I deeply believed in, having 
got a start publishing in very “little” magazines myself. It was a 
step toward the world by a fellow with no credentials at all (be­
yond Cs in English Comp at Oregon State). Ray Carver, when I 
met him in Seattle, knew my stories, and “Please Be Quiet, Please” 
had been in Best American Short Stories, 1967, so o f course I knew 
it. We spent hours over way too many drinks and talk o f stories 
and poems and magazines. We felt ignored by the world, and this 
was ours, a secret, affirmative society.
We were convinced that people all around America were 
like us, talking about literary magazines, that we weren’t alone in 
our reverence for the possibilities they represented. I ’m still con­
vinced, and have to think, in these increasingly straight-jacketed 
days, that those possibilities — call them freedoms — are more 
im portant than ever.
So, how to get a magazine going? The answer, as usual, 
lay with graduate students. All I did, as it turned out, was get 
them started. There were no doubt many who helped, my memory 
is short on particulars here, but the main organizer was David 
Long, who has gone on to a distinguished fiction writing career. 
One spring afternoon Gary Thom pson and David and I, and 
David’s wife, Suzy, sat around drinking beer in David’s living room 
and cooked up a title. It was Suzy, I think, who thought o f 
CutBank.
David and the other editors spent evenings pleading for 
funds from the UM Associated Students — even claiming that a 
lit magazine could cast glory on a university, like a football team 
— and they solicited writing, found art, and helped with the lay­
out. I came back from a Stegner Fellowship at Stanford, and they 
had a magazine, CutBank 1.
“Where the big fish lie.” D on’t know who thought o f
that.
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J. Robert Lennon
L e t t e r  F r o m  M o n t a n a
YOU RETURN TO A PLACE where you once lived, but your 
street is gone, the buildings razed, the rubble carried away, the 
land reclaimed by grasses and shrubs. Only the street sign re­
mains, rusted to near-unintelligibility, bent at the waist as if struck 
by a car.
Your new apartment is near a firing range. Long into the night, 
the sound of gunfire keeps you from sleep. Then, at daybreak, 
you’re awakened by the smack of the newspaper against your 
door. Reading it, you discover an error on the front page: the 
article that accompanies a photo of a little girl who played the 
violin in a national competition contains only one sentence, 
printed over and over: “Julia, how could you do this to me? Julia, 
how could you do this to me?”
A bartender in a bar you used to visit greets you by name when 
you order a drink. You chat for a few minutes about what you’ve 
been doing for the last few years. “Wait a minute,” says the bar­
tender, “what did you say you did for a living?” You tell her. 
“Sorry,” she says, “I think I thought you were somebody else.” 
“With the same name?”
“With the same name.”
You climb a local mountain famous for the giant balancing rock 
that sits on the summit. As you always used to, you pack water 
and sandwiches, for the mountain is very tall. You hike all day 
long, encountering two snakes, several interesting birds, and 
countless squirrels and insects. You’re tired, but filled with a sense 
of impending epiphany. When you at last reach the summit, the 
rock is there, and it is as you remember. But there is no epiphany. 
The rock is beautiful, but coldly so. You feel too tired to hike 
back down. When at last you do, you go to bed immediately, 
though it is only six o’clock.
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While bicycling through town, you find your old street. It has 
been moved, buildings and all. Even the cars parked on the street 
are the same. Or maybe you just forgot where it was.
The old man in the house across from you sits in a third-story 
window all day, hunched over an orange telephone, as if waiting 
for it to ring. You get the idea that you should call him, so you 
read his name on the mailbox, then look him up in the book. 
You call. The phone rings for a long time — you hear it in your 
earpiece, and through the window as well, coming from across 
the street. At last he picks up. “Hello?” he says clearly. But you 
haven’t thought past this moment. You panic, and hang up.
Each night the gunfire seems to be coming closer. Shouldn’t the 
firing range be closed at night? Aren’t there zoning laws? You 
want to call in the morning, but the firing range isn’t listed in the 
phone book, and you can’t find it on foot, either.
You keep losing your keys, but then there they are in your pocket, 
the first place you looked.
Through binoculars, you can see hikers move along the hillside. 
As you watch, one of them appears to be mauled by a bear. 
Startled, you put down your binoculars. When you again raise 
them to your eyes, you can’t find the hiker. Nothing about the 
incident appears in the paper.
Outside your office, your bicycle is stolen. But while you are 
inside, calling the police, the bike is mysteriously returned. You 
soon realize that this is happening every day — someone is pick­
ing your lock, borrowing your bike, and returning it half an hour 
later. After a week of trying to catch the thief in the act, you give 
up.
You dream you’re having lunch with a colleague, and the col­
league berates and humiliates you for something you have said. 
The next day, over lunch, you tell your colleague about the dream, 
and he says, “What are you, some kind o f sick pervert?”
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Dogs avoid you on the street. But then, they always have.
One night something breaks your window and strikes the wall 
above your bed. You turn on the light. There is a small hole there 
in the plaster, the size of a bullet.
One Sunday, you notice that everyone in town seems to be walk­
ing or driving in the same direction. They are animated, color­
fully dressed. They ignore you as you pass them. All around, 
stores and restaurants are closed. Soon the entire town seems to 
be empty, and the noise of a distant crowd echoes against the 
hills. At home, you turn on the radio to find out what’s happen­
ing. It is a football game.
You have been here for months, and have made no friends. You’re 
out of money and your presence feels increasingly gratuitous at 
the office. You decide that it is at last time to leave. You pack 
your car and return to the town you came here from. But it isn’t 
the same.
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Steve Davenport
H o r s e  O p e r a  4
So they had one last talk late one night over the phone. What’s 
it about, she said, this poem. Cowboy cleared the ratder from 
his throat, a leather strop, the handsaw he’d swallowed to build 
their Bitterroot cabins one stone’s throw apart. About lovers, 
Cowboy said, making love three days straight. Woman wrote it, 
he said. Knocked mud out of his boots off the back porch like 
he was in a movie. It was a portable phone.
It wasn’t her husband, she said. I’m not your husband, he said. 
Coughed up some barbwire, gunpowder, a scorpion. Poured 
himself a drink. And, she asked, are you sure she used the 
word love. Sure dark as flop out here, he said. You’re a regular 
cowboy poet, she said. Cowboy drank that straight to Whiskey 
Edge, this side o f Plunge.
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Jill Osier
G ray
A woman came to the door 
when I knocked, nodded 
when I asked to take shots
of the staircase, a quiet wooden 
arm held to the side of her 
house. She was older. I didn’t
know her. But I turned her over 
and over, looking for the mark 
where a marriage went in — shock
distorting features and limbs, 
like a tree I found once, struck 
so empty I could stand in it.
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'Natalie Peeterse
D a m n if ic a d o
Powder of a drowned horse
at my feet. As if he had cut the walls
of this canyon with the sure
color of his hooves, running 
as the new river chases, 
slams into him with its noise.
He drifts and then dries
into an outline of ribs and an ear
beneath the slow field of the sky.
Bone colored rain carved this riverbed. 
Above us are the tatters of harvest.
And dirt on hot air
like movements of dred people — 
and the crowns of trees — 
twitching, and then still.
Down the floodplain 
is the arc of a young 
man’s swing. Neck bent, breaking
open ground like wind
through the stretch and hiss of wet clouds,
toward clean water.
His catde surround the hole and he 
is working on a name for the few 
more hours left in the day.
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Martha Konk
A n  o r d i n a r y  d a y
It seems the stack o f white dishes is enough.
O r ought to be and gathering force.
She’s already tried to rearrange her set o f beliefs and sexual 
preferences
and moral certitudes and is it that one gets tired 
or the real world does its thing
or language just up and shoots o ff its m outh despite what one 
thinks.
And Debussy is near by and why not.
Helpless in the face o f it all
all the things in the places they mean to be in even tom orrow  
one might call it fog out there stacking itself against the trees.
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Tracy Zeman
T h is  B u r n t  R iver
It’s not like the building is on fire 
just his small corner
that river with the bed of slick smooth stones 
beneath us color breaker
There’s a photo of a woman standing next to a doorway 
with vines intertwined around the arches 
She’s outside and only a number of steps away
We are with the woman in some hallway 
cut off at the end what she was saying 
It’s a question of time
It’s a suggestion of time
It’s a river fed with flowers the woman drops
in as she passes over the bridge
never really being there with her
but observing: less (man woman faithj fu ll
in between the walls we are in the hallway
narrow at the beginning
far at the expanse and colorless
two hands touching at the base with fingers askew.
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Daniel Byrne
P l a n s  (i n  B r ie f )
U PO N  G O IN G  O U TSID E FO R  M O R N IN G  paper, discover 
that car, 1985 Buick Skylark, has been egged repeatedly and with­
out compunction. Look long and hard at Skylark, newspaper in 
hand, tattered bathrobe flapping about knees, sun rising slowly 
over distant mountains. U pon thorough examination o f crime 
scene, decide that said egging can in no way be accidental, per­
haps the result o f  solar winds, say, or the unprecedented gravita­
tional effect o f the E arth’s alignment with Pluto. No, immedi­
ately decide that said egging is obvious work o f no-goodniks 
bent upon the intimidation o f effeminate — and possibly gay -  
stepson Stephen, son o f wife Patricia, result o f  her previous 
marriage to door-to-door insurance salesman, fruit o f  her pas­
sion with another man, a man not yourself. Remember with twinge 
o f self-reproach that Patricia once remarked fondly upon previ­
ous husband’s ability to stimulate her to orgasm while she was 
yet fully clothed. Acknowledge that said twinge o f self-reproach 
arises from own inability to satisfy Patricia orally, manually, fi­
nancially, or emotionally. Concede that own tongue is good for 
nothing more than tasting food.
G o back inside two-story colonial hom e to get much- 
needed second cup o f coffee. As security o f hom e and family 
have now been violated, look upon house in new light. It has 
seventy-four years, squeaky ceiling fans, stained glass windows, 
mouse-infested basement, stucco exterior, carport, a front porch 
where you and Patricia sit during summer nights and the house is 
too hot for sleep; there is no air-conditioning. The house, along 
with her son Stephen, was awarded to Patricia in the divorce. It is 
the same house wherein Patricia and previous husband spent 
duration o f their ten-year marriage. You and Patricia sleep in the 
same room, upon the same mattress, where their only son was 
conceived, where his body breached her body, where his sperm 
infected her egg. Upon this bed, Patricia was brought to orgasm 
while yet fully clothed.
There is no denying that you love her son. He is caring
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and affectionate. He kisses you on the forehead each night be­
fore bed, turns on the coffee maker before he leaves for school 
in the morning, makes tortured-animal sounds on the electric 
guitar you bought him for his previous birthday, his sixteenth.
Pour third cup o f coffee, drink black. Resign self to the 
love felt for another m an’s offspring, another m an’s young. Re­
m em ber that just two nights ago a car o f boys drove by and 
screamed hom ophobic epithets while you sat on front porch with 
Patricia and a pitcher o f iced tea. “Burn you fucking faggot.” 
While stepson is noticeably effeminate — he plays no sports, has 
never shown interest in girls, fills marble composition books with 
poems, pressed flowers, reads his m other’s magazines, Redbook, 
Good Housekeeping, and, as Patricia has told you, played with dolls 
when he was younger, a child, scorned the toy violence o f sol­
diers and robots and guns — it wasn’t until then, until hearing 
those words come out o f strangers, that you found yourself 
wondering. The incident repeated itself the following night. The 
gas pedal punched, the tires squealed, and then they were gone. 
You went inside the house to find him, Stephen, your stepson, 
crying on his bed. Your heart instantly breaks when you see him. 
You almost start to cry yourself. You ask him who they were. He 
tells you. You know these boys. They are in Stephen’s grade, his 
classmates. They used to be friends with him. They came over to 
watch baseball on the television, play videogames, football in the 
backyard. You leave Stephen alone with his crying because you 
are not his father and you never will be.
Pour fourth cup o f coffee. Add too much sugar, too 
little expired half and half. D rink with irrepressible grimace o f 
disgust. You have never made yourself a satisfying cup o f cof­
fee. While drinking, consider your life. Consider first the nature 
o f children, that we are all slated to watch our parents fill with 
sickness and die. Consider parents, that we do not beget for the 
sake o f life, but so that they may watch us, their mothers, their 
fathers, wither and pass. So that we may not be forgotten.
Consider next your marriage. A t forty-four you wed 
Patricia in a purely legal ceremony. She explained that her soul 
was already pledged to another man and nothing as simple as 
divorce could give it back to her. She quoted M atthew 19: “ .. .and
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the two will become one flesh. So they are no longer two, but 
one. Therefore what G od has joined together, let man not sepa­
rate.” But if she had it back, if somehow her soul were once 
again her own, she would keep it. And you, you did not m arry a 
woman but a life. O n that day by the lake, a light breeze, a clouded 
sun, Stephen in his new suit and bare feet, the ring bearer, just a 
boy then, Patricia in her wedding dress from years before, and 
you, you in your khakis, sweating through your dress shirt, want­
ing only to go hom e with the family that is suddenly your own, 
to go home to the two-story colonial that a handful o f words 
have made yours. Because you have never had a family, a home, a 
place where your absence is nodced.
Pour fifth cup o f coffee. Add too much sugar, none o f 
the expired half and half.
You have nowhere to be. The layoffs went in order o f 
reverse-seniority. First the temps, then everyone under a year, 
then two years, then you. This is the first m orning you have stood 
at the kitchen counter and drank coffee, the first you have not 
gotten ready for work, the first you have felt vaguely out o f place 
in your own home, your own body. You have not yet told Patricia.
Consider Stephen, your stepson.
Consider what happened the last two nights, what will 
happen tonight.
Begin to formulate plan. Gears begin to turn, the rat 
runs around its wheel, the POW s dig three tunnels and name 
them  Tom, Dick, and Harry.
Steve M cQueen whips up a batch o f devastating m oon­
shine.
And on all their lips the only word is escape, escape.
For a m om ent you consider that it wasn’t enough for 
people to scream things from moving cars. It wasn’t until they 
egged your Skylark that you decided to act. Redirect self-hatred 
toward completion o f task at hand.
Escape.
Plan A
G o to party supply store in Shelbourne Square Shopping Center 
and buy discount-priced Mylar helium balloons reading “Happy
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Hanukah, Josef ” and/or “Happy New Year 1986.” Spend ap­
proximately six days locked in basement o f house with only a 
gallon jug of water for sustenance. Write detailed letters to ev­
eryone you have ever hurt, offended, insulted, publicly humili­
ated. In midst of fast, look up from pen and paper to see vision 
of dead parents, sister who lives in Minnesota and hasn’t written 
in three years, pet dog named Sam that was run over while you, 
eight, watched. And while the circumstances have always remained 
fuzzy, you do remember that one instant when Sam, a chocolate 
lab puppy, ran into the street, froze in front of the oncoming 
pickup truck, looked to the curb where you sat, an ice cream 
cone melting down your hand, dripping from your elbow, was 
crushed under the front tires, then the rear tires, then was dead. 
And although you don’t rightly know it, that was the instant which 
begat your fear o f pickup trucks, empty roads on cloudless after­
noons, responsibility for anything helpless when you yourself 
are helpless, death. Attach said letters to aforementioned Mylar 
helium balloons and release en masse into the tranquility of the 
night sky thereby literally and symbolically lifting the burden of 
guilt from off soul and shoulders. The balloons lift, glimmer 
faintly, go higher, disappear. And at that moment, the stars, you 
think, look as a handful of shattered glass floating in the cloud­
less sky.
Plan B
Bring a peace offering of beer to Fat Ass Prick’s house one day 
when his parents are away for the weekend. Drink two beers 
with Fat Ass Prick and then suggest he invite his friend John, the 
star quarterback of the junior varsity football team, both being, 
according to Stephen, active participants in the drive-by shout­
ing. Get both thoroughly drunk while watching Sixers’ game. Make 
witty remarks regarding Dikembe M utom bo’s height, Allen 
Iverson’s free-throw percentage. Appear calm and relaxed and 
thereby gain their trust. Allude to own suspicions regarding step­
son Stephen’s sexual orientation. Do not, however, watch for 
evasive eye movements indicative of suppressed laughter. Await 
neither confirmation nor negation of guilt. Go to refrigerator to 
get fresh beers. Open beers. Slip rooties into each. Wait patiently
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while Fat Ass Prick and Quarterback drink spiked beers and then 
casually suggest they might be more comfortable upstairs. Once 
in Fat Ass Prick’s bedroom, suggest Fat Ass Prick and Quarter­
back engage in oral sex. Videotape Fat Ass Prick and Quarter­
back engaging in drunken, roofied oral sex. Next day, make two 
copies of videotape and mail one to Fat Ass Prick, one to Junior 
Varsity Quarterback. Call Fat Ass Prick three days later, during 
which time he has watched aforementioned videocassette sev­
eral times, a hundred times, a thousand times, his face covered 
with tears of shame and panic. Say, “Hello, Prick...” and then 
listen to the two hundred forty pound prick cry and beg like little 
girl. “Now listen here, see? Cause I’m only gonna say this once, 
see?” Feel strangely empowered by the faint ring of James Cagney 
in voice and then continue. “Now I got two hundred and ten 
copies of that videotape, see? One for each kid in your class, 
see? And unless you do exactly what I say I ’m gonna mail ’em all 
out, see? You dirty rat....” Instruct Fat Ass Prick to rob local 
convenience store at gunpoint, keeping face in plain sight of 
security camera at all times. Instruct that the money be left in 
brown paper bag in dry riverbed of woods behind Reading Pub­
lic Museum. Hang up on Fat Ass Prick and immediately call 
Quarterback. Wait patiently while Quarterback likewise cries little 
girl tears of unspeakable shame. “Now listen here, you dirty rat, 
see? Shut off the waterworks or I’ll come over there and slap 
you something silly.” Instruct Quarterback to steal new car from 
his father’s Chrysler dealership, placing in truck life savings from 
his — Quarterback’s — bank account. Threaten to mail videocas­
settes of roofied oral sex to all members of Township High 
School junior class if instructions are not followed immediately. 
Fake death (see Plan D). Leave house at nine p.m. with two hun­
dred and ten copies of videocassette individually wrapped in plain 
brown paper and addressed to members o f Township High 
School junior class. Drive to woods surrounding Reading Public 
Museum and abandon Skylark out of sight o f passerby. Retrieve 
brown paper bag of money from dry riverbed and walk to brand 
new tan Chrysler LeBaron parked nearby on street. Drive to­
ward Mexico with five hundred dollars from convenience store, 
ten thousand dollars from Quarterback’s bank account. Stop in
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sleepy Texas town to sell car for additional fifteen thousand dol­
lars. Mail videocassettes from Brownsville, Texas, southernmost 
point in the continental United States. Enter Mexico on foot. 
Live out rest of days on white sands of small Mexican fishing 
village, drinking Corona and enjoying sweet taste of revenge.
PlanC
Stay up all night, heart twisted and withered by anger buried deep 
in the unreachable recesses of soul. At sunrise, suddenly realize 
the beauty of all creation and accept Jesus Christ as own per­
sonal Savior. Begin attending daily mass at local Catholic Church. 
Donate ten percent of all income to charity. Read Bible at the 
rate of one book per day, excluding extended genealogical pas­
sages. Decide that the best revenge is a life well lived. Work three 
jobs, sleep only on weekends. Save all money by giving up alco­
hol, tobacco, and pornography. Apply to Harvard Law and get 
immediately accepted. Fake death (see Plan D). Study twelve hours 
a day. Work at local bar to pay expenses a la Tom Cruise in his 
perennial masterpiece, Cocktail. Make Straight A’s. Sleep only on 
weekends. Fall madly in love with girl from Contract Law whose 
name is either Anne, Angela, or Angelina, likewise a devout Catho­
lic. Spend all free time and meals with Anne, Angela, or Angelina, 
praising her beauty and pledging undying love and devotion. 
During course of religious studies, discover to the shock of all 
concerned that premarital sex is not expressly forbidden by Bible. 
Convince Anne, Angela, or Angelina of inherent fallibility of 
Church doctrine and thereby persuade her to have premarital 
sex. Graduate from Harvard at top of class. Establish successful 
private practice specializing in pro bono lawsuits on behalf of 
impoverished individuals; e.g. Welfare Mother v. Large, Faceless 
Corporation. Marry Anne, Angela, or Angelina. Exchange rings, 
souls. Retire to small Mexican fishing village. Watch fruit of loins 
subdue the earth.
Plan D
Insure life for exorbitant amount and name wife Patricia as sole 
beneficiary. Inform friends, Patricia, and stepson Stephen of in­
tentions to go fishing for the day with Markie, former coworker,
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now similarly unemployed. Swear Markie to silence in the m atter 
o f  your fabricated death. Take Markie’s boat out into the middle 
o f Blue Marsh Lake on clear, sunny day. Paddle away from  other 
fishermen, recreational boaters, until a safe distance is achieved. 
Put on scuba gear hidden under tarps in the bow o f boat. Say 
goodbye to Markie for the remainder o f natural life or, more 
likely, “I t’s a good day to die.” Slip o ff boat and swim down to 
the murky depths o f  lake. U pon reaching the bottom , the ulti­
mate depth, the trunks and roots o f blasted trees that once stood 
there, grew there before the planning, the damming, the man- 
made coming o f  the lake, look upward and see, glinting through 
millions o f gallons o f water, the sun hanging on its twelve o ’clock 
hook, burning none the less bright now that the world thinks 
you dead and gone forever. Make for distant shore. Bury scuba 
gear in surrounding woods. Put hand to face, block harsh sun 
from eyes, and observe, in the shining distance o f the lake, Markie 
screaming at the top o f his lungs as nearby boats take notice and 
approach. “He drowned. He drowned. Jesus. Help.”
Plan E
Make fresh pot o f coffee. Clean shattered eggs from Skylark. 
Search for new job, a horrible one, the only kind you are quali­
fied for. Try to rem em ber why you married Patricia, if it was just 
the loneliness or something more, something else entirely. A t six 
o ’clock, upon her arrival hom e from the dentist’s office where 
she works as a receptionist, tell her you were fired. Watch her 
sigh loudly, drop heavily into a kitchen chair, push the sweaty 
strands o f hair out o f her eyes, silendy blame you for not want­
ing the soul she cannot give. And recognize in that instant the 
end o f  something that may have never begun, something that 
may have never involved you at all.
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W ill Esposito
A n  A r r a n g e m e n t  f o r  L o n e l y  P e o p l e
From a peach stone comes the almond. From  an 
almond the weevil. The weevil wears his bowler 
a litde one. He dances in the circus. Admission 
is three dollars.
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W ill Esposito
O N a r r a g a n s e t t , O t h e  H a p l e ss  G a l e s
Ashley, who suddenly cannot feel any feelings, meets James 
Who then galoshes into the sea
A foot race is on and among them is Edward who wins
Carol hadn’t known him an excellent runner until she saw him 
run 
So excellendy
Not at all does the pier seem — then someone has caught a drum 
And Ashley wants to see
It looks sad in its puddle on the pier
Edward counts the men he won when he won the foot race
James slogs out a basket of urchins — They seem yellow 
Because of drifting light
And Carol suggests to Edward something they do before it rains
The men Edward won float from the pier
N ot at all does the pier seem -  then James has lost his hat 
Carol watches the sea animals out to sea
The men Edward won are lost not at all — They have set out 
On a crossing
And who will rescue when no one allows them their end
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P r o sp e c t  f o r  a  C it y  B e a c h
W ill Esposito
A starfish holds fast
the green sea wall
and a thousand black desires
turn before its sculpted eye.
You and I feast 
on the tips o f corals 
and cut our backs 
in austere hotels. For weeks 
this. We sit on the beach.
Some men walk by.
The starfish sings. Dear thing 
it is deaf. It cannot even 
hear the waves.
for Frank O ’Hara
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Eric Burger
R aw  P l a in s
Perception was waiting on a rock
for a higher organism to crawl into. We opened each other up. 
She slipped in. We dragged ourselves through swamps while 
she dilated.
I never get used to it -  my own face. Muscles
twitch and yaw over my bones, sometimes with my thoughts,
sometimes against them. When I watch you
watch a memory, your eyes shimmering
on a cat’s cradle of electric pulses, I think of aluminum roofs
that once suggested nothing but themselves and the moon.
It was a fiction. There are mountains and trees. The 
mountains are content.
The trees want to do something aching. There is 
the difference between the raw plains writhe with cattle
and I  see some cows in a field and one has a spot like I Prmont.
There are those dreams where it is but it isn’t  your kitchen 
but your hips are part of the formica, hungry but for rotation,
they were blood-thirsty killers but decapitated victims 
with sultry dances. The mountains bare their endless 
shoulders. I want 
the caress of cliche: the big one, the majestic spine-tingling 
eagle soar.
But the eagles can’t stop mutating.
Baby chicks march in circles with club feet and confused eyes 
chanting flight is dead, flight is dead.
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Hasn’t there always been the leaving o f bodies?
I tell myself there will always be the gravity o f thought 
working itself out o f an asteroid range
and a cold pregnancy in the stars. Perhaps I tell myself too much. 
I know a gift has happened. This conjures an image: our residue 
on some tangent o f time just floating along.
It is not our dark matter unhumanly longing for these lives.
I’ve seen marble arches. Erotic, their flight
and return to the ground. N o always. Forming. Massive.
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Morgan Lucas Schuldt
S t a l l in a l ia
fo r Mark
Blue-penned brags, confessions, the looping scribble of 
innuendo, and always the disembodied testimonials that 
promise a good time if you’d just call this number. Depending 
on the bar, the block, the part of town, sometimes an off­
handed, ferocious scrawl — Fuck you! Suck my cock! Die faggot! — 
that kind of thing. What did he look like, the guy who took 
time from his office and higher purposes to pencil the gaping 
vault of a vagina, the loose voussoirs of its labia and the unlit, 
blackened passage between? Who forgot his pen and, instead, 
made do with a key or a paper clip shed from its accumulation 
of lint, anything to improvise the lines of a penis so impossi­
bly long it could have been the massive stock of some cannon 
sticking out of history itself? Was it Tim of Tim mas here or 
whoever it was stranded between I  love fill! and I  love pussy! who, 
with a clarity of purpose that ignored the Stoics, Petrarch and 
the remarkable rise of indoor plumbing, carved those dual 
moons, the testicles, the first crude wheels to get us anywhere? 
It’s a scene that makes me think of the first ancient frustrated 
with the polished marble of the public baths. I imagine him 
rolling from his wife some nights to creep down near the shore 
where he draws himself in the sand with a stick, forgetting a 
while the tide and convinced that others are coming.
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Tom Cranford
T h e  P o in t  A b o u t  P a in
The alfalfa mower took my legs off 
just above the knees, 
both of them, well, you can see 
that’s not true but you get the point 
about pain,
it’s pretty evenly divided in the room.
So, let’s let this poem stand up for the gifts 
we’d turn down flat if we could choose 
beforehand between an urgent kiss 
and a sliver up the nail.
Truth is: it’s what burns our tongues 
we sing about later. Figure that out?
My friend’s pushing his clay 
into something beautiful 
he hurts so much. H e’s greedy, 
he tells me, and wants everything 
that’s happened to him.
It’s what you might feel standing there 
alone in the end.
Just how big was the harvest?
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Padgett Powell
G ift
Put on these Indian flyer things here.
What are you talking about?
These.
Put them where?
On your ears, I guess.
Have you lost your mind?
No. Why?
I am not putting those on my ears.
I think that’s what they’re for.
You think those are earrings?
What else are they?
They look more like bagpipes, or porcupines. Put them on your 
ears.
I got them for you.
Well take them back.
I can’t.
Why not?
The Indians said they would kill me if I tried to exchange a pur-
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chase. Tribal law allows this, owing to the long history o f broken 
treaties etc.
The earrings are moving.
Good God.
Those are porcupines. They sold you drugged porcupines. You 
are a fucking idiot, even before you announced I was to m ar 
them.
How was I to know what they are? All I know about porcupines 
is that they eat buildings.
That is probably why the Indians won’t exchange them for some­
thing that does not eat buildings.
Why didn’t the Indians just kill them?
Instead o f get money from you to take them away?
Yes.
I don’t know. That’s a hard one.
I couldn’t see them well. They were half in the box, in tissue 
paper.
Something in a Dell computer box, weighing forty pounds, they 
tell you is earrings, and you buy it.
They said it was some kind of “flyer things,” they mumbled, I 
thought they meant some kind o f ceremonial headdress, not mere 
earrings, I don’t know.
I think this is a transidonal relationship.
What is?
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You and me. You and I.
Transitional?
Yes. Crossing.
Into what?
Into not a relationship.
Because I bought you some earrings that turn out to be live ani­
mals? You regard that as an infraction?
That you expect me to strap twenty-pound balls o f deadly quills 
to my head, yes, that is an infraction.
I don’t expect it now that I see what they are.
That makes it even worse. You’d be somehow less stupid if you 
drugged me now and tied these things to my head.
You fly off the handle at the least provocation. I think you are 
right. The relationship is ABC. I will find a woman who does not 
freak because you buy her a surprising gift.
I ’ll have a lot o f fun telling people about my ex who bought me 
porcupine earrings, whole porcupine earrings.
A gross distortion. They’ll know you are crazy.
I won’t be able to deny it, for having been with you up to that 
point.
Your whole life will become a fabric o f lies if you start saying 
shit like that.
Shit like what?
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Forget it. I bet these guys make good pets if you can keep them  
from eating the house. I think I ’ll ride out to the rez and thank 
the Indians profusely. They’ll be laughing at me and it will be 
perfect. I ’m in a new zone. We’re all stupid, finally, babydoll, so 
you might as well get free in the deep end. W here you can m a­
neuver.
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Padgett Powell
S is t e r s
You won’t believe what Steve did yesterday.
Steve who?
Steve Peanutbrain.
What?
He bought two porcupines and expected me to wear them as 
earrings.
So? Did you?
I did not. They weighed twenty pounds apiece and started mov­
ing. For starters.
Ralph the boinkologist last week invited a squirrel to breakfast in 
our house and fed it eggs and jelly at the table. I said what the 
hell was going on and Ralph said, “Hey, this guy went to the fifth 
grade.” The squirrel looked up from the industry o f chewing 
through a jelly pack and tipped his hat to me. Ralph had put a hat 
on him. He was the size o f a small bear.
Maybe he had been to fifth grade.
That’s what I’m thinking about then. I asked why Ralph didn’t 
give the guy some jelly from the jar and he said he’d already been 
through that with the guy. The squirrel had found the jelly pack 
at a picnic and wanted to eat it and he wanted to open it himself. 
We watched him nibble around the jelly pack. He dropped it and 
retrieved it from the floor and was back in the chair with unbe­
lievable quickness. His hat fell off and Ralph put it back on his 
head.
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So all in all you had a better time of it than I did with Steve 
offering me porcupine earrings.
I guess I did.
When will it ever end?
What?
Life, I guess.
Has it begun?
I think it has.
Well if it has, it is going to end soon enough. We don’t have 
much in the way of prospects. Our husbands are bringing ro­
dents into the house for odd purposes. They arguably are not of 
sound mind.
We are with them, so we are not of sound mind either.
Would we be any worse off, really, had you strapped the porcu­
pines to your head and had I had a bite with the squirrel at my 
own table?
I’d be worse off, you might have gotten away with it. I’d be in the 
hospital.
People must talk about us.
Yes. And tell me, do you want to hear what they have to say? 
No.
Life can go on as it must as long as I do not have to listen to 
people talk.
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Maybe this is what Steve and Ralph are onto. They aren’t exacdy 
out there soliciting the approbation o f people or listening to 
them. Steve finds it funny that the Indians think they duped him.
What Indians?
The Indians who sold him the porcupine earrings, telling him 
apparendy they were ceremonial headdress.
That’s funny.
That’s why he bought them, I think. I maybe overreacted.
I think you did.
Maybe you were a litde short with the fifth-grade squirrel. 
Maybe I was.
Maybe we owe some apologies.
I think we do. Let’s have a cookout.
Steve’s pretty mad.
We’ll wear teddies, like a Hefner scene. O r I have this very sexy 
old-fashioned tan two-piece. Get the squirrel a case o f jelly packs.
W hat do the porcupines eat?
Treated plywood, I think.
We have that.
I really don’t like people, you know that?
We are sisters!
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I will try a little P.T. plywood myself.
The Lord is my shepherd. Shall I want?
You shan’t.
W hat do you mean, tan two-piece?
I t’s like flesh-colored. Hideous. Very sexy in 1959.
There is something so noble about cheap, bad clothing.
The whole business o f being a refugee. W hat is more noble than 
that?
Are we refugees?
We are. We are armchair refugees, but still refugees.
We have refuged, or been refuged ... how does the word work?
I do not know. I only know that it is the club you want to be in, 
short o f starving to death. I f  you are not in the club o f the 
refugee then you are with the oppressors, the people who listen 
to themselves talk.
The people who dismiss your bathing suit as out o f fashion.
W ho scoff at squirrels to breakfast and porcupine earrings.
We better be careful. We have a narrow line to toe.
That we do, sister Yanniling. I feel a pop-tart hankering coming 
on.
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Sharon Doyle
P r is o n e r s  E x e r c is in g
after Vincent van Gogh
The windows, they 
are so far up and only 
four bricks tall they just 
flirt. And nobody 
has to clean them nobody 
ever could.
We make circles, one 
step, one step, and our 
hands beside us or 
in pockets or holding 
our backs because 
why not. Faded green and 
shadows, moving because 
they have to. We all 
have to. And again and 
slow and deep into our 
tread, slick from 
seeping and cold.
They watch us, the
gendarmes, to be sure
all is well, and
they talk low, their
moustaches barely moving their
pant legs barely
creased and
they are right they are free.
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Joshua Marie Wilkinson
S p a n is h  D a n c e r  # 1
after Susan Rothenberg
In the apple orchard, dragged 
well somebody did, thick bootsteps 
in the bee mud, a dog, dead 
& carefully scooped away Sunday’s 
grass heap cuttings & left 
the dog to beetles. Carefully 
scooped lumps of the grass back 
over & it was perfect almost, until 
my brother sneaking to meet a girl 
heard the raccoons grunting like seals 
pawing the dog’s stiff leg out 
my brother with a white bic lighter 
raccoon scatter, autumn & count 
until forever, then you are done.
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Joshua Marie Wilkinson
A c c id e n t
after Susan Rothenberg
An umbrella, the boy
takes it from the hook
on the lavender wall. Tonight
he thinks rain will fill the basement
& that he will shimmy up the treehouse like a rat
onto its litde roof <& let the water do to me
what a man can do
to another man in the street, grackles 
of laughter, a wet ghost will sing 
its widower’s body shakily out 
o f his oiled shoes.
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Unda Wojtowick
S ki
When she fell they cut the pink nylon 
from her leg with shears. Her skin steamed.
Though advised against it she looked down, 
saw bone piercing flesh. In a silver cloud 
she bit her tongue. There were hands, 
a cup of air pushed like a hunk of cake 
at her mouth.
A man died that day. N ot where 
she was but over on the next ridge.
There was talk o f a small bomb. A frozen ravine.
But he was mixed up in something.
His jet was lifted and searched.
They dissected its interior, 
ripped its blue silks into shreds.
Next night the laughing was loud.
Board game tokens flew from tables 
to the shag. Despite her litde pills 
she drank what they brought her.
Sweet amber, tufts o f cream.
At first it looked like an animal
moving in the courtyard, through the
blanket o f snow. Then it looked like a man
but seemed to move too quickly, leaping and falling.
She heard herself speak. Out there,
she was saying. Under the ... lamps,
but just then a pan o f lamb slid on linen and flipped.
The women screamed. She smelled the meat
behind her, rank with pepper and bay leaves.
The cooks tongued each other over latticed flan.
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Richard Hedderman
Sl e e p
My face is always the first part to leave my body 
and wander off into the heavy darkness.
All o f its bones folding up, growing thin as needles 
and leaving the rest of the body behind.
Perhaps I go about with no head, 
leaving footprints as if it were snowing.
Then I understand what the violin strings 
have been telling me, why the grasses grow 
so long in summer.
How the grasses have been teaching the sky 
to move in litde steps.
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William J. Cobb
T h e  N e x t  W orst  T h in g
TH E WORST TH IN G  ABOUT FIGHTS and I when I say fights 
I don’t mean disagreements I mean someone slamming a crow­
bar against your windshield because you’ve got the doors locked 
you keep trying to start the car dropping the keys scrabbling for 
them on the floorboards this heavy feeling in your bones it’s 
hard to move your hands arms tongue fingers gone spasmo mean­
while this happening in a heartbeat the diplomat outside is still 
swinging that crowbar Who do you think you're fucking with? he 
screams you wince at the bashing sound as the windshield spi­
derwebs & starts to sag he keeps shouting I  told you to get out of the 
fucking carl I  told you! Get out of the fucking car!
I don’t mean disagreements like maybe you like salted 
pretzels and someone else doesn’t not that at all you know what 
I’m saying. What I’m saying is . . . the worst thing about fights is 
that moment when it begins or it’s about to begin and there’s 
someone standing in your face right in front o f you he wants to 
hurt you badly fuck you up mangle your face break your nose or 
put one of your eyes out maybe cause you serious pain reduce 
you to drooling bloody on your hands and knees in gravel.
Have you ever had a fist or a boot slam into your belly? 
It crushes you to the ground where they’ll kick your teeth out I 
swear it happens people will kick you in the mouth. In Yucca City 
I once saw a bar fight where some boozy, purple-nosed cowboy 
grabbed this wasted longhair by his ponytail yanked dragged his 
entire body by the hair outside, pulling him backward into the 
parking lot, put the guy’s face against a concrete curb and kicked 
the back of it. I was in the crowd watching. We shouted for him 
to cut it out but we didn’t step in to stop it. We weren’t stupid. 
We didn’t want a taste o f the same medicine. We had our own 
teeth to keep an eye on. Keep your mouth shut and you won’t 
get hurt. But still it made me sick to see it hear it. The sound 
when boot smacked head. I mean it could have been me, you 
know what I’m saying? It was a wet, muffled crunch, like a step­
ping on a raw egg in your socks.
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But the last fight I was in was my fault sort o f at least partially 
he’d been screwing my wife and humiliated me at a party I didn’t 
find out about the wife-screwing part o f it until later but every­
one at the party probably knew it sure they knew it and all thought 
me = chump.
But it’s not like I was a saint or anything we were sepa­
rated at the time me and my wife that is and I suspected she was 
seeing someone so was I and oh well you know I asked for it I 
moved out on her but this genius made a point of rubbing my 
nose in it I would never have known but he wanted me to know 
I mean I’m sure he was saying to people I work with people I 
have lunch with eat pizza with, “Guess whose wife I ’m poking?”
He said that I knew he did it got back to me but that 
wasn’t the worst part the worst part was when I learned about it 
the next day after the party that he’d been mouthing off about 
me I ask my wife.
“So what was all that between you and Sigmund last
night?”
I know I know Sigmund as in Freud a lot of people 
didn’t like him he was the kind of guy who seemed okay at first 
good-looking but short quiet and moody brooding I think they 
call it you might have liked him the first few times you saw him 
until you got to know him and learned what an asshole he was so 
I ask what was his problem at the party and my wife Dianne’s her 
name says, “Never mind. He’s just hot air. D on’t pay any atten­
tion to him.”
But I could tell something was up by the way she said it 
and we were getting back together I mean the next week I was 
moving back in with her I loved this woman like you love your 
hands your eyeballs your teeth for that matter something you 
can’t live without. We keep hashing it over & when I finally put 
two and two together I ask, “What? Did you sleep with him?”
“D on’t ask me any questions unless you want to hear 
the truth. I’m not going to lie.”
“Okay so I’m asking you.”
“Gary. D on’t start anything.”
“I’m asking if you slept with him. If you did I should 
know right?”
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“We’ve been separated for a year, Gary. You asked for
it.”
And I was thinking Jesus, not him, anyone but him, 
Sigmund that littie squirmy shit but what I said was, “Did you or 
didn’t you? Let’s get this straight.”
“I don’t like your tone of voice. Who moved out on 
who, tell me that?”
“Either you did or you didn’t. Yes or no.”
It took a while but I pulled it out of her ripped it from 
her like that monster in Alien you know that slimy worm thing 
with huge teeth that erupts out o f the guy’s chest at breakfast 
and splatters goo and disgusting shit all over everybody so I pulled 
it out o f her and that was bad enough suddenly it was like play­
ing on video monitors in my mind. But the worst thing was then 
she told me she didn’t really want to do it he was so pushy she said 
he kind o f forced her he lifted weights he was short but worked 
out classic Napoleon complex he was so strong she said and I 
know Dianne believe me she wasn’t lying I never doubted her 
one minute she’s a straight shooter the real thing she’s got her 
flaws sure don’t we all but she doesn’t lie she doesn’t make things 
up I mean she’s just not the lying type so I ask, “Did he rape 
you?
“No, not really. I gave in, I guess. But he was so pushy. 
He just wouldn’t take no for an answer.”
“How many times?”
“Gary. No.”
“It’s important. Was this months or what?”
“Just twice or three times I think. Three I guess. Some­
thing like that. I hadn’t heard from him for months, but lately 
he’s been calling and has become so pushy again. I told him I 
can’t see him anymore that we’re getting back together and ev­
erything but he says you’re no good for me that we shouldn’t 
move back in together and I’m afraid o f him, Gary. I really am. 
H e’s violent. H e’s a violent person and he drinks a lot. I don’t 
think he’d really hurt me but I don’t know, he’s a scary guy. I 
shouldn’t have done it, I know, but you left me and he’s the only 
one who asked me out so what was I supposed to do stay home 
all the time he seemed so nice at first.”
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And that was it. When she told me she was scared of 
him that the woman I love and not only that but who happens to 
be without a doubt one of the best people I know in the world 
kind & sweet & gende so when I learned this beautiful gende & 
tender human being was scared of this litde fuck I went nuts it 
threw me over the edge and it was like, “Where does he live?” 
“Gary it’s over and done with and—”
“Where does he live?”
“I’m not going to tell you that. I don’t want to see you 
get hurt he’s got guns knives he’s that kind of guy it’s over I’m 
telling you I love you.”
“It is not over. What about last night? What was that all
about?”
“He was just trying to mess with you he hates you Gary. 
You wouldn’t believe the things he says about you. He said if you 
loved me you wouldn’t let him go near me. He was talking to me 
all last night and you didn’t do a thing about it.”
“He told you this last night?”
“If you’d just told him to leave me alone he probably 
would have—”
“He wanted me to start something with him at a party 
full of people friends of mine?”
“He’s just a pest.”
“Why didn’t you just walk away from him?”
“I did, but you were talking to that Betty woman. What 
was I supposed to do, huh? He followed me everywhere. He was 
so drunk he made me miserable and you were no help.”
“You could have—”
“I’m afraid of him Gary and I don’t want him to hurt
you.”
“I’m gonna give that litde shit something to be afraid of. 
I’m going to teach that little shit to squirm.”
“He could hurt you.”
“I don’t care!”
I slammed my fist in the bedroom door hooked my hand 
into it and jerked back ripping my skin trying to slam it only I’d 
yanked it bent from the hinges on the wall so it wouldn’t slam I 
go to the phone & start calling people trying to sound calm try-
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ing to keep my shit together. I had to leave my stupid voice on 
answering machines, dial another number, pace back and forth 
in Dianne’s living room, waiting for people to return the calls. It 
was afternoon by this time, a Sunday, and since Dianne lived 
near a softball field, there were kids walking by in groups o f twos 
and threes carrying bats and gloves, tossing balls into the air and 
catching them as they passed her house. It was a gorgeous day — 
blue sky, leaves falling, the country at peace. They laughed and 
jostled each other, carried the bats over their shoulders like clubs. 
Inside my head were bloodstains splattered on wall paper. It was 
hard to reach people on the phone, and once I got them, hard to 
get any information from them. They didn’t want to deal with 
me. They didn’t want to get involved. They’d say stuff like, “Lis­
ten, man, this has nothing to do with me, okay? So I can’t tell you 
anything.” I’d usually start yelling at them about that point, which 
worked so well they hung up. But finally someone gave me his 
number. ‘Y ou don’t tell him where you got this, okay?”
When I get Sigmund on the phone he says, “Listen man, sorry 
about last night. I was out o f line, I know that. I was drunk, man. 
I just had too much and I didn’t know what—”
“You were out o f line. Is that it?”
“You don’t have to shout, okay? I mean, I know I made 
an ass of myself.”
“You fucked my wife you motherfucker and you say you 
were out o f line?”
He hung up I called right back and he said, “D on’t yell
at me.”
“I’ll do whatever the fuck I want asshole.”
“Would you stop screaming? Listen, I ’m sorry.”
“Sorry’s not good enough. You humiliate me, you hassle 
my wife at a party full o f my friends, then say you’re sorry? Fuck 
sorry! You want to fight, is that it? Okay motherfucker, you got 
your wish. Let’s meet somewhere right now and get this over 
with.”
“I don’t want to fight you.”
“You scare my wife and talk shit about me you don’t 
have a choice, asshole.”
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“Listen.”
“What are you, chicken?”
“D on’t call me—”
“You’re a coward is what you are a miserable little 
drunken fuck coward.”
“I’m not going to fight you—”
“Now or later asshole let’s get this thing over with I’m 
getting ready to move back with my wife and you make sure I 
find out how you fucked her well you better.”
After that he hangs up I quit screaming realizing that my psycho 
drug dealer neighbors must surely be overhearing it all slam the 
phone against the coffee table grab the cord and swing the mouth­
piece in the air smash it against the floor then pull it apart with 
my hands until it’s ripped to pieces. After I rip the cord from the 
wall and fling the pieces of plastic and wiring across the room I 
pace back and forth, aware that now I can’t call him back from 
home. I have to use the pay phone at the 7-Eleven down the 
block, like every other deadbeat in the ‘hood.
I stomp over there passing poor ladies at the bus stop 
who look scared o f me and I stand in the parking lot full o f oil 
stains & broken glass call him on the scuzzy pay phone and hiss 
into it. He hangs up again so I call his friends and threaten them 
too. I keep calling I don’t give up and finally get him pissed off 
and he says, “Okay motherfucker you asked for it.”
Like I said I was no saint I mean I never thought I was evil or 
anything I’ve always considered myself an honest person well 
for the most part basically a good person I think but I’ve done 
some crummy things. Right about that same time I was seeing a 
married woman myself having an affair they call it sounds like a 
dinner gala fund raiser for homeless opera singers caviar & cham­
pagne Don’t spill the Swedish meatballs on your tux, Nigel!
But no our affair wasn’t like that more like raw hot seri­
ous dizzy intense blush-about-it-later screwing whenever & wher­
ever we got a chance in public mostly but the woman let’s call her 
Beth I did like When can I see you again Beth? as we sat in weird
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bars on the outskirts of Phoenix drinking margaritas salt on her 
lips wrought iron bullshit on the walls getting looped & horny 
we would fuck like anywhere semi-alone & dark the Planetarium 
was a good one all the stars the stars above and my pants un­
zipped.
Most o f the time we did it in her car a Camry, Car o f the 
Year. We’d hunker down in deserted parking lots, those huge 
saguaro cactus outside looking like big green men watching us. 
If  you drove by all you’d see was a car, a ‘91 Toyota, parked in an 
empty lot, in the desert. You wouldn’t see that I had my pants 
yanked down to my ankles.
By the time this happened with Sigmund, I was feeling 
pretty bad about it, had decided to end it, move back with Dianne. 
I mean Beth was quote unquote fun odd word to describe adul­
tery, yes? But her being married made the whole thing major 
sordid. I mean, we’d tell each other next time we’re just having 
lunch, okay? No touching, no fooling around. We like each other, 
we can be just friends, can’t we? But then we’d meet at G ordo’s 
or Los Huerfanos and by the second margarita or halfway through 
the third I’d be watching her lips on the glass I’d be staring at her 
face so lovely young twenty-three she was a school teacher fifth 
grade & fresh and even the way her teeth were funky these weird 
dingy streaks on them & overlapping a bit even that was sexy 
because she was real who wants perfection anyway & her eyes 
were green with gold flecks in them like topaz yeah that’s it.
Topaz eyes she had hair in ringlets blond and fine like 
sewing thread she got it permed regularly and for all the world 
looked like one o f the local anchorwomen on Eyewitness News 
so that when we’d be doing it sometimes I imagined the anchor 
lady like smorgasbord on the table o f her news desk I never 
thought all that perming was good for her but what was I to do 
I couldn’t very well tell her how to dress or wear her hair now 
could I?
Blonde permed hair and pantyhose stiff as chainmail 
that’s what I remember about Beth. But she was a beautiful per­
son, too. I mean when you say adultery people tend to think of 
vicious oversexed bored hausfrau cuckolding their workaday 
hubbies but she wasn’t like that at all. She was sweet & good &
Spring 2003 57
we never meant it to happen. It just did. We’d known & lusted 
after each other a year before we fell. We all make mistakes don’t 
we? We always felt guilty afterwards we’d swear never again but 
we’d miss each other within hours call on the phone and say, 
“We’ll just have lunch, okay? Nothing more than that.”
“Just lunch.”
After the drinks I ’d touch her wrist or her pantyhose or 
hold her hand beneath the tablecloth & we’d fall again we’d see 
each other falling but like a telephone we’d take our consciences 
off the hook ignore the buzzer and after paying cash for the 
drinks no Visa or Mastercard like normal no cash so they couldn’t 
trace us I’d go to the men’s room before we left the cafe and 
stuff a handful of paper towels or maybe a sheaf of paper nap­
kins grabbed from an empty table in my pocket to clean up after 
I came later in the car. But sometimes still it got on the uphol­
stery. Beth’s Car o f the Year had sex stains on the seat. Did her 
husband ever notice them? He liked to take the bus he did he 
was civic minded he took the bus to work every day meanwhile 
Beth and I are sweating and pink in their car. N ot something to 
be proud of. I thought about that. What if my wife did that? 
Then I didn’t think about it anymore too creepy to imagine, a 
guilt surge shorting out my conscience.
It bothered Beth, too. Beth I called her, as in, “Beth, you make 
me feel so alive.” But really everyone else in her life called her 
Betty. She was Betty at school in the teacher’s lounge Betty to her 
husband Dick I kid you not. She was Betty to her father dying of 
pancreatic cancer. She was Betty teaching ten year olds in Tempe, 
with a yellow bow in her hair, wearing an impossibly long dress 
looking like a schoolmarm from Uttle House on the Prairie. But 
when I was with her, when we were alone, she was Beth. She was 
Beth when she undid my pants in the parking lot o f La Casa 
Escondida and stroked me. She was Beth when she kissed it. She 
was Betty full o f guilt when she scrubbed her Car of the Year, 
trying to erase the stains.
At the time to make matters worse she was newly mar­
ried lived in this suburban house in the desert. Green cactus gar­
den and white concrete drive in her front yard. The place was so
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new you could still smell the shower curtains. And no furniture. 
I mean I’m not Martha Stewart or anything but this house was 
bare. The living room was completely empty, not a stick the walls 
bare & white the carpeting green as frozen margaritas. There 
were curtains yes there were curtains, but as we squirmed naked 
on the bare green carpeting o f the living room I stared at walls 
of nothing. No posters, no photos, no seascapes. Nothing. Only, 
near the baseboard, two electrical oudets, like eyes.
I’d sneak over in the afternoons. We’d meet there with 
the blinds drawn. Her neighbors were space aliens for all we knew. 
And we’d do it in the empty living room on that green shag car­
peting. She’d lay out a blanket to keep me from getting knee 
burns. That way, doing it on the living room floor, we didn’t 
mess up her marriage bed, where she slept with Dick every night. 
Nothing would stop us, though, nothing. I hope god forgives me 
for that. I really do.
Beth didn’t like the idea of me moving back with Dianne.
“How do you think that makes me feel?” she asked me. 
“You’re breaking my heart.”
She wanted us to divorce both and get together but I 
wasn’t sure. Sometimes I thought she was too silly and dim and 
that after all that trouble we’d get together and I’d just end up 
cheating on her. I know something about myself. I know I can 
never get enough. I never said I loved her I never said it. That 
means something, doesn’t it? So we were calling it quits at least 
supposedly when I moved back in a deadline of sorts though I 
saw her the day before that party parking lot fellatio oh well the 
flesh is weak but later after everything I never told her about 
what happened I didn’t know how it would make her feel I didn’t 
know.
Talking on the pay phone at 7-Eleven standing in a shatter of 
broken beer bottles I listen as Sigmund agrees to meet me at a 
city park telling me, “D on’t bring a gun.”
I spit back that I don’t own one I knew he did though 
he’d told me about the shotgun he’d bought only two days be­
fore I didn’t care I didn’t care.
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I arrived early at the park and scoped out a clump o f oak trees 
that were away from the parked cars, the crowds o f children, the 
picnic tables. I was waiting by a statue o f a cowboy hero some 
wrangler armed with Bowie knife and Winchester when he pulled 
into the parking got out o f the car stiff as the weight lifter he 
was and walked toward me wearing jeans a tight white t-shirt a 
cap. He was a lot stockier, beefier, stronger than me.
I told him to follow me to the trees & he did lagging 
several yards behind till we reached the trees & I turned around 
and told him, “Go ahead, c’mon, let’s do it.”
He’d said I was a coward for not being willing to fight 
him. H e’d told this to a woman I loved. H e’d said this at a party 
peopled with my friends and co-workers everyone had known 
what he’d done his pointing out what a weakling I was what a 
wimp I was so here I am go ahead you sonofabitch you want to 
fight let’s do it you humiliate me in front o f a room full o f people 
well it’s just the two o f us now fucker let’s go for it.
He told me he was sorry.
Sorry!
He didn’t mean it he was sorry he told me he didn’t want
to fight.
“Really, man. I was drunk. I didn’t mean it. I don’t even 
remember what I said.”
The sun was hot the air was dry and I screamed at him I 
didn’t care and raised my fists coming close to him and he raised 
his arms & flinched to keep away from me that’s when I started 
swinging he ducked and turned away from me I didn’t seem to 
connect to anything but air then I hit him several times quickly. 
He made a squeaky, pained sound with each blow. He ducked to 
the ground where I beat my fists against his back, then I kicked 
him as hard as I could in his ribs. He squirmed on the ground, 
coughing. He wasn’t fighting back. He would not get up and would 
not defend himself even when I told him to. His cap was knocked 
off his head into the sandy dirt. I remember thinking that I wanted 
to grab it and rip it in two. He hugged his ribs in pain on his 
knees before me and for a moment I thought to kick him in the 
teeth. I was wearing heavy leather boots I almost did it. Almost.
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I circled him, screaming, as he struggled to his feet, picked up his 
cap & limped away toward the parking lot.
I walked around in a circle, cussing and panting, out o f 
breath from anger and raw adreeno. For the first time I noticed all 
the litter around us, red and white Coke cups and corn dog sticks, 
buzzing flies. Three men at a picnic table about thirty yards away 
were watching me. I started to sob, still punching the air. After 
circling the trees near our clearing for several minutes, I walked 
away and headed deeper into the park.
It was spring, and had rained recently, so as I walked through the 
thicket o f oaks and pines I stared down at the clay mud, the 
criss-cross hatching o f fallen reddish brown pine needles, the 
puddles burnt orange with muddy clay water. In the shadows, a 
dark red. The air was full o f  dragonflies. I walked blindly, not 
caring where I was going, feeling as if something inside me had 
changed, realizing something serious had happened. Perhaps I 
walked into the park to get away from myself. I felt dirty and 
ugly. I wondered if the police would be coming after me. I walked 
and walked. My boots became caked with red mud. I somehow 
managed to reach a nature trail, which had num bered plaques 
identifying the different trees in the park: the white pine, the live 
oak, the hackberry. Yucca, saguaro, century plant. All around 
zinged dragonflies.
After a while I emerged from the pine forest nature trail 
and onto a jogging path. A few o f the passing joggers gave me 
looks. Maybe because I was a walker on the running trail, maybe 
because I looked like a lunatic. I had the feeling that everyone 
knew. I certainly didn’t look like I belonged there. I wore an old 
flannel shirt and blue jeans, the heavy boots caked with mud. I 
felt like an ax murderer, as if I were covered with splatters o f 
blood like I ’d just dum ped a body raped bruised strangled beaten 
in a shallow grave two tree-huggers would find later & they’d 
have to identify by dental records young Caucasian female last 
seen in a convenience store eleven o ’clock at night talking to a 
man in a red pickup. It always goes something like that.
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He took it like a man.
As I wound my slow and clumsy way down the three 
mile jogging path, passed by runners in Nikes, singlets, and fluo­
rescent pink running shorts, I was haunted by what I ’d just done, 
how I had just pounded on a person who had not even tried to 
defend himself. That was the kicker. I couldn’t say I had won 
anything. Some fight. Knowing he probably could have hurt me 
fucked me up seriously made it even worse, like I was so insig­
nificant he would let me pound him and walk away no big deal. 
N o scarier than the dragonflies buzzing air around my face.
The jogging path brought me back full circle to the center o f  the 
park, and to reach my car, I had to cross the saddest zoo in the 
world. A squad o f prickly pear bloomed brighdy, red and yellow, 
in a row as I rounded a turn, crossed a wooden bridge over a 
muddy duck stream to enter the zoo. It was small and low bud­
get. The kind o f zoo that can only afford one o f everything, 
where baboons m asturbate behind bars like juvenile delinquents 
on display. A great target for grade school field trips. After I 
passed through the teeth o f the metal turnstiles, I had to pause 
as a dwarf train chugged by on its narrow tracks. It was crammed 
with kids, and the few parents aboard looked like clumsy giants — 
the whole thing done to resemble a circus caravan — crude lions, 
giraffes, and elephants painted on the sides o f  each tiny car. The 
children waved to me, and I waved back. The kid’s laughter rang 
through the air o f  the small zoo, and the train’s conductor gave 
the weak whistle a blast as it neared the pedestrian pathway.
I bought a Coke in a red and white paper cup, drank it as 
I stood beside the sea lion pool, trying to wedge my way between 
the eight year olds to catch a glimpse o f the lions tossing beach 
balls into the air with their noses, their whiskered faces. A secu­
rity guard strolled by.
Through all this — the zoo, the sea lions, the next few weeks — my 
mind involuntarily instant-replayed visions o f the fight. Swing­
ing wildly at him. Pummeling his back. The high-pitched, squeak­
ing sound he made when I hit him. His cap in the mud. My 
reaction went through stages. A few days later, I learned Sigmund
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had a black eye and cracked sternum. Good, I thought, but that isn’t 
enough. I worried that he’d sue me. I felt guilty again. Because of 
his sternum, he had trouble breathing. It hurt each time he drew 
a breath. It would take several months to heal. Good. Good.
And inside me swelled disgust.
After the fight I went home and sat in the living room of my 
rented apartment. Low ceilings squeezed me like a vise. Pigeons 
cooed and humped in the eaves of the windows. Dust clouds 
drifted across the hardwood floors. The mentholatum smell of 
my landlord rose from his apartment below. Pieces of the phone 
were still scattered across the floor: wires, mouthpiece, a circular 
metal plate with holes drilled in it. If Sigmund wanted to get 
back at me, to get revenge, this was not a good place to wait. 
Alone there I was a sitting duck. I threw some things in a duffel, 
stopped at the 7-Eleven to use the phone again, called a friend in 
Flagstaff and drove there. It became cooler as I drove into the 
mountains, the woods became thick with trees, and I slowed to 
keep from hitting a mule deer. At my friend’s place, I stayed a 
week, watching TV and trying to joke about it. Over the phone 
I’d told him the basics. When I arrived he said, “Well if it isn’t 
Mohammed Ali.”
He made me feel better, my friend did, human again, and after a 
few days it seemed okay. I called Dianne and we had a long talk. 
I would move back in anyway. We wouldn’t let this stupid crap 
ruin everything. But when I returned to Phoenix I learned that 
while I was out of town Sigmund kept calling her at five and six 
o’clock in the morning, after he’d been drinking all night and she 
was getting up to go to work. H e’d be calling, wanting to talk.
“All I want to do is talk. How you doing? I miss you.”
She told me he said that and she was scared. He told her 
he was fixing some pay-back and I better buy some eyes to put in 
the back of my head if I wanted to see it coming. So with him 
still messing with me & her when I got back in town and moved 
back home with her I came up with a plan. I knew what I’d do if 
he messed with me any more. I couldn’t just take it, could I?
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I bought a gun from an ex-con I knew, a .45 caliber military 
looking thing. It set me back five hundred dollars but I figured it 
was worth it. Peace o f mind.
“N obody fuck with you if  you point this thing at ‘em,” 
said the guy I bought it from. “They know who the boss is.”
At first I really didn’t like the idea but it felt surprisingly good in 
my hand it felt hard a real confidence builder it was and we all 
need that don’t we confidence I mean I wouldn’t want anyone 
thinking I ’m some loser they can just push around but I go t this 
piece clean, no papers no serial num ber no nothing. I thought 
about this a lot.
I decided that, if he kept it up, one night I ’d go over to 
his apartm ent complex some maximum security type thing o ff 
Richmond Avenue you know near the singles bar strip. I ’d wait 
till someone opens the outer gates and follow after them  my face 
hidden hooded sweatshirt sweatpants on like I ’m  a jogger just 
coming back forgot my keys thanks a lot. I know he’s hom e so I 
wait in the parking lot till he goes out to his car to leave I scoped 
out the lot beforehand and there was a perfect place behind the 
dum pster in the shadows o f it smelled bad though gag me but it 
had a perfect angle to scope out Sigmund’s car always parked in 
the same assigned place.
I wear a ski mask under the sweatshirt hood gloves even 
wrap my shoes in duct tape so they can’t trace any prints & then 
he comes out.
I let him open the car door before I move, .45 in my 
right hand, loose but firm, homemade silencer over the barrel 
three condoms how appropriate, it takes seven steps to reach 
him his car door and he’s already in has his right hand on the key 
in the ignition his left hand cranking the window down as I sneak 
up silent-like and point the gun at his ear squeeze the trigger.
His head jerks to the side hard to see for a m om ent his 
body in shadows but he lifts his head back up he’s not dead & 
then I see the bullet hit below his ear and bones and blood are 
there open on the side o f his face this jagged thing sticking out 
which I realize is his jawbone smashed but he’s still alive he’s
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trying to breathe turns his face toward me blood coming out his 
nose it blows a fat red bubble then pops I point & shoot him 
again this time in the eye his head popping back and this time he 
doesn’t lift back up but I go ahead and put three m ore bullets 
into his chest to make sure he’ll never squawk about my wife 
again who the fuck does he think he is anyway?
I decided that’s what I ’d do, if he kept pressing me. And it came 
to pass that Sigmund ended up dead. Found in the front seat o f 
his car, bullet holes and all. The cops came to the house and 
asked me questions. They took notes about my answers. And 
left.
They never returned. A bout two million people hated 
Sigmund. He owed money to drug dealers and the police prob­
ably figured Why bother?
That wasn’t the end o f everything. I still lost Dianne 
over my stupidity. And goddamm it, I loved her so much! I really 
did. The best thing that ever happened to me. She was. She found 
out about it, o f  course, they always do. It  as in Beth and what we 
did in her Car o f  the Year. But about Sigmund she wondered o f 
course. O ne o f the last times I saw her we had lunch at our 
favorite diner. I rem em ber almost crying when the waitress put 
the tuna melt dead on a white plate in front o f  me, like I could 
hear some countdow n to missing Dianne already, when out o f 
the blue she asks, “So. Was it you?”
“Was it me what?”
“You know.”
“What? You think I ’m that stupid?”
“If  it was you I should know, right? I have a right. So 
just tell me. Yes or no.”
I asked how was her chicken salad. She just stares at me 
finally she goes, “Okay. Okay. I f  you had anything to do with 
that I don’t want to know I don’t even want to know.”
I didn’t end it with Beth till she quit answering my calls. 
Once she asked me, “Can’t you get the picture?” I think she’s 
back to being Betty. I think she’s Betty full time now. And I hope 
she’s happy. I really do.
But truth be told, it’s not that hard to kill a guy. Really
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it’s not. You can get away with murder. You drive home, lock 
your door and put your keys and coins on the dresser, home 
again hom e again jiggedy jig. You cope. After a while, you move 
on to some new fuck-up in your life. The next worst thing. You 
forget, until something reminds you. The laughter o f children. 
Image o f kids on a tiny train. The smell o f  elephant dung at a 
crummy zoo. The cry o f  a peacock. You try to forget, to tell 
yourself that it didn’t happen to you, that it’s in the past now. 
Spilled milk. Until one day you see someone glaring at you with 
vengeance in his eyes.
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Back issues (see next page):_
Back issues are $4.00 each (except CutBank 40, 
which is $6.00)
Name
Address
City State Zip
Please mail order form  to: 
C utB ank  Subscriptions 
D epartm ent o f English 
The University o f M ontana 
Missoula, M T 59812
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The following back issues of CutBank are available:
 No. 40 (20th Anniversary Issue): Mary Clearman Blew, James
Welch, Ralph Beer, Debra Earling, William Kittredge, Kim Barnes, 
Deirdre McNamer, Bryan Di Salvatore
 No. 43: Amiri Baraka, Gerald Stern, Chris Offutt, Nance Van
Winkle, David Baker, Michael S. Harper
 No. 44: Russell Edson, Patricia Goedicke, Tony Crunk, Steve
Lattimore, Tom Spanbauer, Am ber D orko Stopper
 No. 45: Rich Ives, Mark Anthony Jarman, Kelly Ritter, Robert
Wrigley, Linda Spalding, S.P. Healey, Terry Bain, Derick Burleson
 No. 46: Stephen Dixon, Daniel Kanyandekwe, Jill Marquis,
Michael M artone, Emily Pestana, Patricia Traxler
 No. 47: Nicole Chaison, William J. Cobb, Peter Henry, Rich
Ives, Mark Anthony Jarman, William Kittredge, Wendell Mayo,
 No. 48: Jane Hirshfield, Jack Gilbert, Steve Langan, Paul Wood,
Stephen Jones, Michelle Hoover
 No. 49: Gary Duehr, Sheryl Noethe, D an Choan, Doug Dorst,
Chris Offutt, David Long
 No. 50 (25th Anniversary Issue): Kevin Canty, Henry Carlile,
Tess Gallagher, Pam Houston, Ripley Hugo, Melissa Kwasny, 
Thaddeus Rutkowski, Nance Van Winckel
 No. 51: Michael Dumanis, Kate Braver man, Jean-Mark Sens,
Robert Hill Long, Wendy Brenner, Fred Haefele
 No. 52: Juliana Baggot, Mary Jo Bang, Jocelyn Em erson, Tony
Park, D an Barden, William Fraser
 No. 53: Virgil Suarez, Cole Swenson, Paul Zimmer, Russell
Dodge, G retchen Ingersoll
 No. 54: Josh Corey, Christopher Janke, Kimberly Johnson,
Jessie Sholl
 No. 55: Aliki Barnstone, Mark Medvetz, Max Winter, Richard
Nunez
 No. 56: Michael Carlson, Brandi Hoffman, Bonnie Nelson,
George McCormick, Amy Stuber, Anthony Wallace
 No. 57: Gregory Downs, Aimee Bender, J. Robert Lennon,
Kathryn H unt
 No. 58: Jessica Anthony, Elizabeth Crane, Emily Koehn, Rob­
ert Thomas
All back issues cost $4.00 postpaid, except for CutBank 40 
which is $6.00.
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Sh e n a n d o a h
T he  W a sh ing to n  and  L ee  U n v er sity  R ev iew
S h e n a n d o a h
a showcase for exceptional writing.”
—  The Washington Post Book World
Recent Contributory 
AlC&on/Bcdcer 
RicbBcvyy 
McuAxtCa^ey 
C hristopher C obinoy  
Stephen/ V  o tu v  
John/B ngely  
R o d n ey  J o n ey  
Rehe<xx*/McClcvvuxharw 
M edbhM cC jucbian  
C jibhonyR uarh  
E nld/Shom er 
George/ S in g le to w  
Latha/ViyivancUhan/ 
R o b ert W rigley
STRONGLY SPENT: 50 YEARS OF SHENANDOAH POETRY
available Spring 2003
--------------------------------S u b s c r i b e  N o w -------------------------------
FREE broadside signed by the author with the new subscription!
□  One year / $22 ($27 foreign) □  current issue d  next issue
NAME:
ADDRESS:
□  Check payable to SHENANDOAH 
CARD # _________
□  VISA □  MC 
______________  EXP.
SIGNATURE
S h e n a n d o a h
Troubadour Theater, 2nd Floor, Washington and Lee University, Lexington, VA 24450-0303
http://shenandoah.wlu.edu
Green Mountains Review
J u l i a  A l v a r o /  
Pa u l  A l l e n  
J o h n  A s h b e n  
Hl l e n  B a s s  
B r u c e  B e n n e t t  
C h a r l e s  B e r n s t e i n  
M i c h e l l e  B o i s s e a u  
J o e l  B r o u w e r  
D a \  id B u d h i l l  
C h a r l e s  B i i k o u  ski  
C a t h l e e n  C a l h e r t  
R i c h a r d  C e c i l  
Bi l l s  C o l l i n s  
J i m  D a n i e l s  
S t e p h e n  D o b s  i t s  
D e n i s e  D u h a m e l  
S t e p h e n  D u n n  
R u s s e l l  Lidson 
Ls nn  E m a n u e l  
A Is in G r e e n b e r g  
A l b e r t  G o l d b a r t h  
L o l a  H a s k i n s  
B o b  H i e o k  
A n d r es s  H u d g i n s  
P e t e r  J o h n s o n
g/ct/?MOUNTAINS
R E V I E W
Comecty in 
C<H«*mpc>«irs 
A m erican P o d rs
N eil Shepard  
Editor & Poetry Editor 
Tony W hedon  
Fiction Editor
A l l i s o n  J o s e p h  
\ .  J K e n n e d s  
D a v i d  K i r b y  
D a s  itl I . e h m a n  
W i l l i a m M a t t h e w s  
P e t e r  M e i n k e  
N a o m i  S h i h a b  N s e  
E d  O e h e s t e r  
R o n  P a d g e t t  
L o u i s  P h i l l i p s  
M a u r e e n  S e a t o n  
Ha l  Si ross  i t /
G a r y  S o t o  
J a m e s  T a t e  
J u d i t h  T a s  lor  
W i l l i a m Trpss  b r i d g e  
P a u l  Yiol i  
R o n a l d  W a l l a c e  
B e l l e  W a r i n g  
C h a r l e s  I Lii p e r  W e b b  
R o g e r  W e i n g a r t e n  
D a r a  W ier  
B a r o n  W o r m s e r  
D e a n  Y o u n e
Special Issue: Comedy in Contempoiy American Poetry
“G \IR  is solid, handsome, com prehensive.” Literary M agazine Review
“GM R... has a strong record of quality \vork...many exciting new voices.”
-  Library Journa l
“GMR possesses character, vision and energy...The production is beautiful and the 
space crisp and clear.” -  M agazine Rack
“One of the most beautifully done literary magazines, GMR spins an aura of 
creative energy, artful diversity, and thematic unity throughout its presentation.”
-  H om e Planet News
GM R's 10th anniversary issue is a “jam -packed treasure-trove for poetry 
devotees...a spell-binding project that will entice the knowledgeable and enthrall 
the novice.” -  Sm all M agazine Review
$ 1 0 .0 0 /sp ec ia l issue $ 1 5 /o n e -x ea r  su b scrip tio n  $ 2 4 /tw o -y ea r  su b scrip tio n  
Make out check or money order to GM R and send to:
Green Mountains Review-. Johnson State College. Johnson. VT 05656
THE 2003
Mid-American Review 
■ ■* •Fineline
Competition
for Prose Poems, Short Shorts, and Anything In Between
Final ludge
Stephen Dunn
Pulitzer Prize-winning author 
o f Different Hours, Riffs &
Reciprocities, and Loosestrife
First Prize
$500 + Publication
+ Engraved Contest-Commemorative Pen 
Ten Finalists: Notation + Possible Publication
Postmark deadline June 1, 2003. $5 entry fee (check or money order, made 
out to Mid-American Review) for each prose poem/short, or $10 for set of 
three. 500-word limit per poem/short. All $10-and-over participants will 
receive Mid-American Review v. XXIV, no. 1, in which the winner(s) will be 
published. Include SASE for early results. Entries need not have genre desig­
nated or be left anonymous. Judges decision is final. Open to all writers not 
associated with the judge or Mid-American Review. Complete info: 
www.bgsu.edu/midamericanreview.
Send entries to
Mid-American Review 
Attn.: 2003 Fineline Competition 
Department o f English 
Bowling Green State University 
Bowling Green O H 43403
MAR
Mid-American Review
past contributors
Panin Qimn A lien M ichelle> Brooks Vajoberto Qilb 
M olly Qtlet W illiattv Qreenm y Joy Harjo Jo& Skinner 
A rthur Sz& Lucy Tapaluutso M el WeisburcL
blue mesa review
Creative Writing Program 505.277.6155
University of New Mexico bluem esa@ unm .edu
Albuquerque, NM 87131 w w w .unm .edu/~bluem esa
River City
Now accepting submissions o f poetry, 
fiction, essays, and a rtw ork  fo r our firs t 
non-thematic issue.
Submission deadline: March 15th, 2003
feJS '-tsv
Recent Contributors include: 
Lucille Clifton John Updike 
T.C. Boyle A lbert goldbarth 
Paul Muldoon Al Young
Subscritpions: 12.00 a year 
(2 issues)
Single Issues: 7.00 per copy 
Special ratre: 24.00 fo r  three 
year subscription
Department o f English 
University of Memphis 
Memphis, TN 38152 
w w w .m em phis .edu/-r ive rc ity  
(901) 678-4591 
fax (901) 678-2226 
rivercity(a)mem phis.edu
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The Center for Writers Deeply Held Beliefs Series 
#23: Dance with me, Henry.
The 2003-2004 
Mississippi Review Prize 
$ 1,000fiction, $ 1,000poetry
You are invited to subm it to our annual contest. Prizes of $1,000 will be 
awarded in fiction and in poetry. Fiction judges are Mary Robison and 
Frederick Barthelme. The poetry judge is Angela Ball. Winners and 
finalists will be published in the prize issue. Contest is open to all U.S. 
writers except current or former students or employees of USM. Fiction 
entries should be 5,000 words or less, poetry entries should be three 
poems totaling 10 pages or less. There is no limit on the num ber of 
entries you may submit. Fee is $15 per entry, payable to the Mississippi 
Review. Each entrant will receive a copy of the prize issue. No 
m anuscripts will be returned. Previously published work is ineligible. 
Contest opens April 2003. Deadline Oct. 1, 2003. Winners will be 
announced in late January 2004 and publication is scheduled for April 
2004. Entrants should pu t "MR Prize," name, address, phone, e-mail and 
title on page one of each entry. Send entries to MR Prize 2003/2004, Box 
5144, Hattiesburg, MS 39406-5144. These are complete guidelines. If you 
have any questions, e-mail rief@netdoor.com, call 601-266-4321, or visit 
the MR  Web site at www.mississippireview.com.
T h e  U n i v e r s i t y  o f  S o u t h e r n  M is s is s ip p i,  B o x 5 1 4 4 ,  H a t t i e s b u r g ,  M S  3 9 4 0 6  ( a a /e o e /a d a i )


Eric Burger 
Daniel Byrne 
William J. Cobb 
Michael Coles 
Tom Crawford 
Steve Davenport 
Sharon Doyle 
Will Esposito 
Richard Hedderman 
Kathy Joleaud 
Vanessa Julian 
William Kittredge 
J. Robert Lennon 
Adair L. Oesterle 
Jill Osier 
Natalie Peeterse 
Padgett Powell 
Martha Ronk 
Morgan Lucas Schuldt 
Joshua Marie Wilkinson 
Linda Wo j to wick 
Tracy Zeman
